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come brave. His courage went into you with his meat. You
eat a gorilla and you become strong. It was, after all, the
basis of homeopathic medicine, of gastric inoculation. And
if you believed in it, it was strangely successful If you be-
lieved yourself to be brave, you were brave. They believed,
and it worked for them. Incidentally, gorilla flesh was good:
more palatable than that of many buck, and, as they said, it
made a change. Still, Wilson might not like the idea...
He filled his pipe slowly from a lion-skin pouch.
Few people understood Kaffirs. It was hard to gain their
trust. But he had come here with a good reputation for fair
dealing, and he was even remembered by some of the old
men that he had known in the early days. That was where
he had the pull over von Brandt. It was a pity times had
changed so much. Once, he would simply have got some of
his men together, hunters and warriors, and cleaned the
place up, no questions asked; but now everything had to be
legal. You had to have licenses to shoot everything.
He regretted the old days. He was too old for these oblique
diplomatic approaches. There had been a time when a man
had been either a friend or an enemy. Now.., Well, now
things were different You had to meet men like von Brandt
socially. He thought of Channel's party: of von Brandt talking
about animals and telling Marais that there was some more
machinery for him on the way up. That old dredge of his
seemed to require a lot of spare parts. It was a mistake to
despise women as those Nazis did. Was there a tie-up some-
where between Marais and the German?
And that fool von Brandt thought because he slept with
Olga she liked him. A baboon might as well think that a
leopard liked him. The leopard liked meat. Olga liked men.
It was as simple as that. Most things were very simple...
nothing like as complex as people liked to imagine, Wilson
was unhappy because his wife had left him, so he ran away
from everything that reminded him of her. What was com-